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what did the incident mean? Was the change of
pullers merely the arrangement of two friends, devoid
of any significance, sinister or otherwise ? Whether
Mr. Li was a secret agent or the innocent business
man he seemed, I did not know. I myself was neither,
and I had nothing in my box more sinister than a
few solid volumes of economics, nor did it matter to
me if every movement of mine was to be followed
till I left Japan. Not that I believed this likely; far
from it. Nevertheless, I now decided to take a taxi
up to Tokyo and to refuse, however heartlessly, all
pleas that the driver might present for pauses, for
whatever reason.

The car sped away over a fine modern road through
what looked much more like an enormous village
than a city. Small wooden bungalows, with sliding
paper windows and with roofs of grey barrel-vaulting
tiles, lined the road and spread away endlessly on
either side. Tramcars, push-carts, bicycles, motor-cars,
and lorries filled the streets. Women in kimonos tied
behind with huge bows sauntered by, some of diem
carrying pretty brown babies on their backs.

The enormous village thinned out and we crossed
a golf-links, empty except for a man carrying water
to a green in two jars slung on a bamboo pole across
his shoulders. Then village again, with advertisements,
electric sky-signs, traffic-lights that most of the traffic
ignored, shops entitled "Traed Mark" and "Curio